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this stuff ? " said the commandant to me as he filled the glasses. " Ha ! I thought so. Just got it out ! He doesn't/' with a wink at the Mudir; "we'll make the ------drunk." I said I thought it was a very good idea.
The commandant was a sportsman of a type rare in these degenerate days. He kept us in fits of laughter, and only checked his flow of anecdotes to upbraid the Mudir and myself, who drank, he said, like a pair of women. We had to confess our inability to keep pace with him, but we were doing our best. By the time dinner came the Mudir of police was three sheets in the wind, and it must be confessed that the author of this book was not in a condition to observe the lunar distance with any degree of accuracy. The dinner consisted, as usual with the " uneuropeanized " Turks, of a great number of courses served in rapid succession. The food is very good, but one is never given time to eat it. This habit of bolting food is very general in the East: the Arabs are nearly as bad as the Turks in this respect. My brother and I were once the guests of honour at a dinner party given by a rich Syrian merchant in Tripoli. There was an enormous spread, such things as lambs roasted whole figuring among the more important dishes : yet the whole thing was over in less than ten minutes, and we were herded into another room where some huge jam tarts, each about the size of a sponge bath, awaited our attentions.
The commandant came from that part of Herzegovina which was " jumped " by Austria in 1908. He showed me the new stamps on letters he had just received from home, and we agreed that this matter could only properly be argued out under the walls of Vienna. When our hosts at last took their departure I felt, for once, almost grateful to the Mudir for the excessive prudence which had prevented his allowing them to entertain us in their own quarters.
We were up before daylight, but not before the commandant, whom we found, as fresh as a daisy, strolling about in the grey dawn, and cracking jokes with the Arabs, with whom he was a great favourite, as they were saddling up. He had brought us a couple of bottles of the absinthe to see us to the coast. " He thought it was like mastic ! " said he of the Mudir, who was looking depressed. We